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Postmortem 


Author's Notes: 

| know | haven't reinvented the wheel with this ghost story, and compared to the first Slayer fic | wrote it 
comes with a truckload of sappiness.. But hey, it's fiction, right? And I've been so hooked on Jeff recently its 
not even funny. So it felt pretty good to write this down. 

Thanks again to Augustine! 


Kerry King usually didn't have any sleeping problems. Nothing could ever bother him so much he couldn't sleep 
at night. In 31 seven years in the music business, he had learned to shield himself from the constant hysteria 
that musicians, business people and people surrounding bands in general seemed to be infected with. He wasn't 


a broody person. He made decisions and lived with them. No concerns, no second thoughts. 
This time though, it was different. 


Today, Tom Araya had announced to him that he wanted Slayer to call it quits as soon as possible. Not much 


of a surprise. But he had always tried to ignore the fact that it would happen one day. Now the day had come. 


So now he woke up in the middle of the night and hated himself for his anxiety. And for his 53-year-old 
bladder. He got out of bed quietly in order not to wake up his wife, and padded towards the bathroom. 


That's when he heard a sound. A pretty familiar sound. A sound that couldn't come from one of his sleeping 
pets. It was the metallic sound of the strings of an unplugged electric guitar. And it came from the living room. 


Why should a fucking burglar play a chord on a guitar before he stole it? 


Strangely, Kerry had a feeling that he didn't have to be afraid He went down the stairs and walked into the 


living room like on autopilot: 
That's when he saw him. 


His blood should have frozen in his veins. He should have had an instant heart-attack. At least he should have 


winced. 


Instead he simply gazed at the familiar figure who was sitting on his couch with Kerry's favorite flying V in 
hand. 


"Scared?" Ice-blue eyes looked at him with the hint of a smile. 
"Should | be scared?" 
A shrug was his answer. Jeff continued to strum the guitar for a while. 


Kerry knew this had to be a dream. He hardly ever dreamed. Why was he so upset that he even dreamed shit 
like that? Fuck Tom! Or maybe he simply shouldn't have eaten that third burrito at dinner.. 


"Fuck, this thing is out of tune." Jeff mumbled and busied himself with the guitar strings. Kerry noticed that 
he seemed to be surrounded by some sort of a green light. What is this, fucking Starwars? 


"You know, each of us up there is granted three visits. | figured | should use one of them today.’ 
"Up there? 


"Hey, dude! What did you expect? Just because we wrote songs about hell doesn't mean we're gonna go there 


one day. | didn't fucking kill anyone! Well, except for myself maybe.in a way. Nah, man, heaven's a pretty nice 


place! We're all doing fine up there. ' 
This isn't happening, It isn’t. No. You're gonna wake up any minute, Kerry. 


"So the reason why | came down is basically to let you know that I'm okay with it and | think it's the right 


decision." 
"What do you mean?" 


Jeff rolled his eyes and sighed. "To call it quits. It was about time. Tom is absolutely right and you should get 


over it and stop whining!" 
"lim not fucking whining, dude!" 
Jeff smirked and raised an eyebrow in reply. 


"Man, the band is all | have. | haven't done anything else since | was seventeen! | still want to play, I'm not a 


fucking lazy-ass grandpa like Araya" 


‘Kerry, there are hundreds of guys standing in line who want to make music with you. Slayer is dead. It has 


already been dead for a while. No disrespect for Gary, but." 


Kerry sighed. He knew that everything that Jeff had said was right. The truth was he wasn't ready for it yet. 
And he hated not being in control. 


He tried to change the subject. 
"Heaven seems to do you good." 
"Huh?" 

"You're looking so young." 


"| don't have a clue what | look like. 'm a fucking ghost, remember? They told me that | appear to you with 
the looks you want to remember me with." 


Kerry couldn't help but smile. It was true. Jeff looked like in the summer of 1985. Their first European tour. 
Young and reckless, living their dream. Even if that dream mainly consisted of shitty food, dubious places to 
sleep and endless boredom between the concerts. 


They tried to kill the boredom with alcohol. But they were 2I and full of energy. And since there were hardly 
any girls around in the early BOs thrash metal scene, instincts and hormones simply took over the lead when 
in the middle of a humid summer night in the small dark room where they slept Kerry felt Jeffs warm hand 
on his thigh. When he opened his eyes and looked into Jeff's, filled with lust, there were no questions to be 


asked. Five years full of passionate secret encounters followed 


"Do you think about it sometimes?" Kerry blushed. What the fuck? He blushed? Goddamnit. 


"What do you mean?" 

Kerry hesitated. "Us." 

"Sure. It was the best time of my life, Kerry." Jeff swallowed. They hadn't talked about it ever again. 

"What if we hadn't decided to end it?" 

"And become the first homosexual couple in the history of thrash metal? Great ideal Come one, Kerry. Nobody 
would have given a flying fuck about our music anymore. And even if the world would have been ready to 
accept something like that: the band wouldn't have existed for 37 years if we had started a real relationship. 
You know that." 

Kerry sighed. Jeff was right again. Of course he was right. Like he had been right on that miserable day in 
1990, when he asked Kerry to put an end to their.. affair? .. because it had no future and the rollercoaster 
ride of desire and frustration had started to drive them both insane. 

"Can | tell you something else?" 

"Sure, now's your chance." 

‘I'm so sorry, Jeff" 


The blonde man raised his eyebrows. "For what?" 


"For not helping you. | should have been there for you and reached out to you when you.. when that fucking 
alcohol.. shit." Kerry turned away from him. He wouldn't cry! Even if this was just a fucking dream! 


"Do you think | would have accepted your help?" 
"Probably not." 
"Listen, | don't want to waste my other two visits on you motherfuckers, okay? Cliff has already used up two 


of his on his two douchebags down here. But then again, what would they be doing now without his 


interventions?" Jeff chuckled. His voice and his image already started to fade away. 

"Cliff" Kerry asked 

"Burton, yes. We hang out occasionally” 

Kerry felt a tiny sting of jealousy. Jealous of a dead guy.. this dream needed to come to an end, now 


"So promise me one thing, okay? " 


"What?" 


"Make me proud when you go on that final tour! When you go on stage, play like it was 1985 all over again, 
okay?" 


"You can be damn sure | will, baby!" Kerry mentally cursed himself for calling Jeff "baby", but the ghost or 


whatever it was had already disappeared. 


He was sure that he'd wake up any minute now, but his body reminded him that he wasn't dreaming. He 


headed towards the bathroom to do what he initially got up for. 
Then he went back to bed and fell asleep within seconds. 


When Kerry walked into the living room the other morning, he picked up the flying V and plucked the strings. It 
was perfectly tuned. 


